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He hesitated, for Claude could not keep the mad sorrow
any longer from his face.

" My dear old chap, is it really that way ? "

" Don't, sir I ... I can't bear it. ... I just about
can't! Tell me that she Won't have to eat her heart out 1 "

" How can I tell you, Claude ? You and I are men, and
we aren't going to pray that Emily may escape the conse-
quences of her unwisdom, but that when they overtake her
they may find her wise/*